armed with a few postcards, gathered the eldest infants around her, and
gave them a highly coloured geography lesson.

It was in those days that Igor Vladimirovich found his way to the
balconied house in Maly Prospect. The first time he came one late
afternoon, bowed awkwardly, and played with the fringe of Frossia's
shabby tablecloth. She told him about her occupation.

'That is good.'

She stopped her sewing.

'Tell me something about yourself?'

'There is nothing to tell, Euphrosynia Pavlovna. I come from Tula.
My father had a small grocery business------*

'And there you learnt to read Plato?'

'I don't understand you,* he spoke unhurriedly. 'It happened this
way. One day a carriage broke down outside my shop. It belonged to
wealthy people, the woman wore silks and ostrich feathers, she had a
sickly, bad-tempered boy with her. It took the man some time to
repair the wheel. So they came in. I dusted two chairs for them. They
did not thank me. I offered them sweets and plain gingerbread. They
would not have any. They just talked as though I were not there. Well,
could you blame them? What was there to talk to a grocer about? The
boy was going to an expensive school, he hated it, and the mother was
trying to make him see that education was worth while. He got angry:
"Being learned is all right for the poor. We are rich. Why should I
waste my time over those silly books?" Well, the wheel was repaired,
they drove away, and I never saw them again, but I never forgot them*
I could just read and write, that was all. Few books then came my way.
There were no libraries I could use* But I had a kind customer. I talked
to him. He lent me Kluchevsky's History of Russia.9

'What did you get out of it?*

'Pride in my country, Euphrosynia Pavlovna, but Russia alone did
not seem enough. You cannot be of much use anywhere if you know
a lot about your own land and nothing of any others. So I took to
burning candles out of the shop ...' And Igor went on in the manner
of his countrymen, earnestly, unhurriedly, and at great length, telling
Frossia about the varied nature of his reading. It grew dark, she left off
sewing, and would not light her tiny oil lamp.
'What happened afterwards?'

'My father died. The war came. My mother went to live with a
sister at Byalostock. My brother and I went out to join her. We kept
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